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by DAVID DEMARK 




Sam Rudich 



9:52 AM, 2/5/13 

The 16 bus I needed to get on 
pulled away before I was halfway 
to the intersection. As I lannent 
nny innpending lateness to linear 
algebra lecture, with no nnore 
reason to hurry now that nny jour- 
ney through the cold has been 
extended, I decide to spend 
Sonne quality time dreading the 
coming day. I had just gotten my 
first job at a nearby coffee shop, 
and suddenly there were far too 
few hours in the day. Adult life is 
a chaotic mess of a train station 
and I had decided to chase every 
train I could. It felt like I hadn't 
slept in a week and I was staring 
down the barrel of four consecu- 
tive classes with the glimmering 
oasis of eight cups of coffee at 
work all too far away. Walking 
a bit faster to make it over that 
horrible fucking Ayd Mill Road 
bridge on Hamline in my too- 
thin jacket, it hits me. I need to 
hear that album that made no 
impression on me when I listened 
to it the other day. I put on Fuck 
Your Emotional Bullshit, and from 
John Galm's first desperate yelp, 
I'm sucked in. I find myself just 
twelve minutes later out of breath 
on my seat on the bus with tears 
of equal parts wind chill, sleep 
deprivation and emotion welling 
in my eyes. 



I've been wasting this fucking 
yea f on the idea of getting 
up and nnoving on, but I wait 
a(ound/\ust ennptying bottles 
in the basement of the Slovak 
centef on nny side of town. 

Its a majOf fucking bunnnner 



Would it have dulled the 
impact of Fuck Your Emotional 
Bullshit if Snowing had stayed 
around long enough to make 
anything more than one al- 
bum since it? In an ideal world, 
context would have nothing to 
do with what makes a record 
special and we'd all live in a 
Utopian meritocracy, but we're 
humans and we're drawn to 
the idea of the one-hit wonder. 
The one that flew too close to 
the sun and so on and so forth. 
Snowing was meant to die 
because there's simply no other 
way that it could have turned 
out. Fuck Your Emotional Bull- 
shit is a singular moment in 
art, a perfectly preserved time 
capsule of emotion and energy. 
The album possesses a mystical 
importance, a bastion of emo- 
tion that always has been and 
always will be. 



Important Things (Specter Magic) 

Same day, 2:43 PM 

Jesus Christ, David. 

We don't have to do this every day, do we? 

I'm on my way honne fronn class and once again 
\'rr\ doing nny hardest to stifle the urge to ride 
the bus just a little bit further and go over to the 
Hinnalayan gift shop where she works. My heart is 
pounding and Vm sweating bullets. I haven't seen 
her in five weeks. Decision tinne approaches. We 
runnble past Cleveland, Prior, Fairview, and finally 
Snelling. I nnotion to get up, but think better and 
sit back down. I'nn not sure when I nnade the con- 
scious decision to put Snowing on again, but as 
I'nn bracing nnyself for the bitter walk to Tibet Arts, 
"Innportant Things" fades into "Punnp Fake," and 
I know that today's the day I end the all-too-long 
silence 

This is the song that will most likely bore 
you; this is the song that will most likely put 
you asleep 

Snowing doesn't sound like a band that should 
be good. The guitar has a noodly, nneandering 
aesthetic, Gainn is anything but a traditionally 
good singer, and the nnixing is downright terrible. 
The entire albunn sounds like it was recorded in 
a basennent, an aesthetic that can be off-putting 
at first, but over repeated listens it beconnes as 
essential an aspect as anything else related to the 
albunn. Just as a friend's little physical flaws and 
personality quirks can become endearingly familiar 
over time. Fuck Your Emotional Bullshifs humanity 
pours out through the cracks in its flimsy armor. 
John Galm and Ross Brazuk aren't sitting atop 
their ivory tower delivering their perfect gift to us 
mortals, they're just guys; tumbleweeds on the ex- 
istential plane, fumbling around for meaning and 
trying desperately to figure out what the fuck you 
have to do just live a goddamn LIFE just like the 
rest of us. Listening to Fuck Your Emotional Bull- 
shit can be an intimately comfortable experience, 
provided the listener drops his guard to the same 
extent the band does. 



Pump Fake 

3:00 Am, 5/22/13 



Lia's house grows distant behin 
nne. My bike is barely staying upright 
on the rain-slicked street, but that 
tenuous balance seem to be the only 
thing not crashing down around nne. 
The narrative arc of the last few weeks 
ended in an appropriately nnelodramat- 
ic clinnax of disappointnnent. Of course 
it was hinn, of course it was that concert 
(that fucking flying lotus concert that 
FUCKING flying lotus concert), of 



So when did cigarettes start cluttering your 
hands? I ponder this some nights alone when I 
undress. And what do you do with those boys 
I see you with, or better yet, what would I do if 
you came back? I'd say no, or I hope I could, but 
I still want you 




course she had to be drunk when she 
told nne, and of course this whole thing 
was bound to end like this. I had been 
chasing after nothing for weeks, and I 
was just as miserable as I was when I 
started.. All of those left-over muffins 
I brought her after work, all the time I 
spent begging her to snap out of her 
depressive trance enough to not fail 
our psychology final, all of those nights 
listening to music in silence while she 
wept, they were all just part of some 
girl-drunk idiot feedback loop. I leave a 
blubbering, incoherent message on my 
friend Sophie's voicemail, and not sure 
what else to do, I keep biking. Eventu- 
ally I end up on the banks staring down 
into the Mississippi river, for no reason 
other than that I'm eighteen years old 
and this feels like what an eighteen- 
year-old should be doing at a time like 
this. Between school, work, Lia and ev- 
erything else, I had been pushing my- 
self much too hard and I was exhaust- 
ed. I light up a joint (that was supposed 
to be shared with you, Lia) and put on 
Fuck Your Emotional Bullshit iov what 
feels like the millionth time. As each 
song progressively washes the tension 
out of my trembling shoulders, I stare 
into the sky, a tiny speck in a strange 
universe. 



There's something to be said for 
subtlety, but I've found that as I've 
grown older, I've become more and 
more inclined towards the bleed- 
ing-heart emotional. Fuck Your Emo- 
tional Bullshit is as loaded with angst 
as the title suggests, but what sets 
it apart on the overcrowded Emo 
landscape is how genuinely it's ex- 
pressed. There's a distinct universal- 
ity to what's tormenting the album's 
beleaguered protagonist, and each 
word is delivered with devastating 
sincerity. The philosophy of naked 
surrender with which Snowing ap- 
proaches songwriting and lyric-craft- 
ing is why Galm can take the listener 
to the exact place he's in when he 
threatens to cut his arms off if you 
leave or tells you that he'll explode if 
he doesn't kiss you right now. From 
another musician it would be melo- 
dramatic, but Snowing takes owner- 
ship of the emotional nature of their 
music in a way that sets them apart. 



Kirk Cameron Crowe 



V.V AM, 9/5/13 




The taste in the air couldn't be 
making it nnore clear that sunn- 
mer is ainnost over. Carleton is in 
three days and I'm staring up at 
the construction rafters under- 
neath where that dreaded Hannline 
bridge used to be. I was trying to 
hold on to that one night when we 
clinnbed onto the rafters beneath 
the cennent pillars and she ainnost 
seenned to want to be around nne. 
July had conne and gone and with 
it ended nny latest subplot. Wheth- 
er it could even be called a rela- 
tionship, whatever I had with Julia 
had nne half-convinced that I never 
wanted a relationship again. Up- 
set with myself for digging up old 
graves, I get back into my mother's 
car and return to my restless late- 
night driving. Tonight's a warm 
night, and Saint Paul is littered 
with the ghosts of people I wished 
were around to populate the lonely 
streets and keep me company on 
my nostalgia trip through the city. 
I pass the part of the river where 
that cop shooed us away that one 
time early on, and the park where 
we once made lists of what we 
hated about ourselves. 



With my well-worn burnt 
copy of Fuck Your Emotional 
6u//sh/t firing up on the car's 
stereo, I decide to let the 
road lead me somewhere. 
Eventually I realize that I had 
driven myself straight to Lia's 
house, erasing three months 
of progress in a single move. 
Resigning myself to my own 
shame, I park my car just out 
of sight from her window until 
the album is finished. 



/ can't be trusted, I'm lost 
without a reason, but I think 
I could love you— if only you 
would stop staring at me. 
When the sentences I make 
don't turn out right, I cannot 
handle it. 



I can't quite tell if this is a 
David thing or just a human 
thing, but I've been very drawn 
to narratives, especially late- 
ly. Going to college has this 
strange tendency to separate 
life into episodes, and each 
week, a new storyline is played 
out to its entirety. Life is satis- 
fying when it partitions itself so 
cleanly into digestible stages 
of progression, and is satisfying 
for the same reason. Each song 
is a distinct adventure within it- 
self, boiling up to whatever the 
inevitable climax at the end is, 
and the album flows through its 
duration fantastically naturally. 
It makes for an experience that 
seems far longer than twelve 
minutes. The album ends on a 
dissonant note of mixed op- 
timism, with the protagonist 
drained from the emotional 
gauntlet he's been through as 
the music swells to a happy 
close. The contrast is still jarring 
after who-knows-how-many 
listens. 



Methuselah Rookie Card 

I've been living like a sailor 

4:28 AM, 11/15/13 

Up late working on a seenningly endless 
20-page essay alone in the fourth Good- 
hue lounge again. I haven't seen a soul 
since around nnidnight. I check nny phone. 
Missed call fronn Sophie, hours ago. She's 
definitely asleep now. I put on Snowing and 
think about honne 

My sea legs are breaking down 

12:47 AM, 1/3/14 



I'nn driving down University to take nny 
friend Ruth honne. We're listening to Kirk 
Cameron Crowe when the car hits a skid 
and the brakes fail. Just as the car starts to 
slip, Galnn's voice exclainns "...and when the 
breaks lock and we're really gonna die.... I 
give up everything and screann I love you!" 
The car slides back into control, we share a 
surprised look, a beat of silence and break 
into laughter. 



/Ve been living like a sailor 




5:30 AM, 4/25/14 

As I listen to the finishing mo- 
ments of Methuselah Rookie Card, 
I realize that I'm now the last of the 
six or seven people in the room to 
fall asleep. Most of us don't live here, 
but the room is still like this almost 
every night. Looking around at the 
beautiful group of unconscious peo- 
ple, I realize that I've never felt more 
at home. The world is a strange, 
confusing, lonely place, but there are 
times when you can forget that. 



My sea legs are breaking down 



